FOREWORD
THIS, the last of the Novels Of My Nonage, is, according to my original design, only the first chapter of a vast work depicting capitalist society in dissolution, with its downfall as the final grand catastrophe. But when I had finished my chapter I found I had emptied my sack and left myself no more to say for the moment, and had better defer completion until my education was considerably more advanced. Thirty-seven years having now been devoted to this process it is too late to resume the interrupted work; for events have outrun me* The contemplated fiction is now fact. My unsocial socialist has come to life as a Bolshevist; and my catastrophe has actually occurred in Communist Russia. The opinions of the fictitious Trefusis anticipated those of the real Lenin.
With the writing of this book my career as a novelist may be said to have ended before it had begun. As I have explained in the preface to Immaturity I employed myself in novel writing because nobody would employ me in any other sort of writing. It happened that just when I came to a standstill at the end of my first chapter as aforesaid my late friend William Archer pushed me into critical journalism by handing over to me certain jobs of his own for which he had little time and less inclination. I easily made good at criticism, which enabled me to make a living until, about ten years later, I discovered my main vocation in the profession of Shakespear and Mol&re, and thus returned to storytelling in* its most highly specialized form.
I am not now likely to go back to novel writing. The novels of my nonage do not seem to me to call for a series of novels of my dotage. Their style seems quaintly oldfashioned nowadays; but fifty years hence my latest works will be indistinguishable from them in that respect. So, leaving them, with many apologies, to find what readers they can, I hasten on to the plays which succeeded them after that long interval during which I had left my novitiate behind and passed into middle age with its experi-